CHAPTER 22 


May 2, 2011 


“Ugh, exams are the worst.” 


Justin had his head slammed against the library desk, his skin practically sticking to 
the wooden surface. He had just found out that exams were supposed to be next 
week, though that didn’t really affect him that much. In reality, Justin never studied, 
even for exams. He just sorta skimmed whatever subject book the test would be on 
a few minutes before the test. Who it did affect, however, was Chie, who had barely 
been passing in school as it was. Chie had asked for his help studying for the test, 
and it’s not like he could just say no, so here he was, listening to the clock tick away 
as he tried to keep his mind elsewhere. 


“Alright, so then | add X to this side, right?” 
“No, you subtract it. You have to do the same thing to both sides, not the opposite.” 
“Oh! Alright.” 


Justin sighed. It wasn’t that he disliked giving Chie a hand... it was just he disliked 
giving Chie a hand studying. | mean, it was clear she desperately needed it based 
on some of the questions she had asked, but still. He really would rather be doing 
something else; eating ramen, going to Junes, playing video games. Hell, he would 
take getting kicked in the gut to this any day of the week. At least then he could 
move around. Really, that was what he despised so much about studying. You 
wouldn’t really notice unless someone pointed it out, but Justin was completely 
incapable of staying still. If you went somewhere like the roof to hang-out, he would 
pace around. If you were sitting at the mall, he would be shaking his knee back and 
forth. If you had been sitting in school, he’d be tapping his fingers against the end 
of his desk. Hell, even at night he kicked at his blankets like a motherfucker. 
Studying? You couldn’t have any of that shit, lest you lose concentration. And he 
almost always did, which is why Justin simply stopped studying after a while. It’s not 
like he got anything done, and his grades didn’t change anyway. 


“How come you aren’t studying?” 
“| never study.” 

“But exams are just next week!” 
“| never. Study.” 


Justin gave Chie a glance. He had never been more serious in her life. Looking at 
him now, it was clear to her that he didn’t want to be there. Hell, she really didn’t 


either, but she needed to get these grades up or her parents would kill her. You 
wouldn’t know it from looking at her, but Chie’s parents were actually pretty strict. 
Which is strange, as one would assume that’s what Yukiko’s parents were like. 
Yukiko’s parents were exactly what people expected Chie’s parents to be like, and 
vice-versa. It actually made things really awkward when people met their parents. 
Chie looked up at the clock, checking to see how long they had been studying. It 
had been about an hour or so. Chie sighed. 


“Just a couple more minutes and we can go.” 


Justin tried not to look happy about that, but alas, it shone through clearer than a 
dead fish in a fish bowl. Chie simply shook her head. It was a nice gesture that he 
was trying to help her with her grades even though he didn’t really want to, but it 
just made her feel like shit for dragging him along, and then when she felt like shit 
she couldn’t concentrate and everything just sorta falls apart. 


“We can stay as long as you want.” 

“Well | only want to stay for five more minutes.” 

“Fair enough.” 

“Alright, so history. What do you know about communism?” 


“Everyone worked harder with a gun in their back for a bowl of rice a day; slaved for 
soldiers till they starved, and their heads were skewered on a stake. Next question.” 


| hope she doesn’t take that answer seriously... 


“Today is steak bowl day! Just you wait!” 
“You and your steak.” 
“And what’s that supposed to mean?” 


The two had gathered outside of Aiya after finishing their studying session. This, 
Justin could deal with. He was more than happy to move his legs again, and at least 
he could quit making sarcastic remarks about communism using Dead Kennedy 
lyrics. Not that he didn’t have fun doing that, mind you, but he was running out of 
material, and there was no way in hell he was touching Police Truck with a five and 
half mile long pole. He valued his life enough. 


“I’m not buying you another steak.” 


“| said sorry already! Jeeze.” 


Justin chuckled. He knew she still felt bad about it, so the more he shoved it in her 
face, the more she’d realize he really didn’t give a flying fuck. The two were about 
to make their way inside, when they heard an all too familiar sound. 


“l-| don’t have anymore.” 

Justin stopped cold in his tracks. 
“D-Don’t tell me they’re at it again!?” 
“You think it’s the same people?” 


Chie stared at him for a brief moment before remembering their conversation from 
the previous day. That’s right, those thugs Justin had beaten the crap out of the 
other day might have had a connection to Kurt. As much as she hated to think it, 
she was almost glad that they were at it again. They would have never been able to 
track them down again if they hadn't. 


“Let’s go!” 


Chie ran off down the alley-way, though Justin took his time, tapping his cane about 
as he made his way around each corner. The thugs weren’t going anywhere, and if 
they saw him running in, well that could potentially scare the lot of them off. At 
least if he walked in casually they’d second guess running away. He rolled the end 
of his cane against the bricks in the walls beside him, whistling a tune about some 
guy named Lee. By the time Justin had made it over to where Chie had ran off to, 
she had already been prepared to jump the lot of them should they try to make a 
foul move. As he got closer and closer to the group he noticed that the apparent 
victim here was a small child, probably no older than ten. What kind of sick fuck 
mugs a ten year old? 


“Huh? Aw not her again!” 
“And she’s got company.” 


The head thug looked startled. Had the others not been watching him, Justin could 
have sworn he would have made a mad dash away from Justin. But alas, people like 
this guy got their power from being encouraged by others. If those other two punks 
weren't there egging him on, he’d be worthless. He’d have nothing and no one. 
He’d have no reason to be mugging people. Justin gave the leader a glare as he 
slowly paced himself forward. 


“Alright assholes. I’ve got questions, you’ve got answers. If you want to keep your 
shins where they are, you'll tell me everything.” 


“What!? We’re not telling you shit!” 


“Wrong answer.” 


Justin was about to take a swing at one of their knees, bringing them down to the 
ground when Chie put her hands in front of her, her head gesturing towards the 
small child in the corner. Shit, that’s right. | can’t beat the living daylight out of 
these thugs with him around. He’ll be scarred for life. The thugs apparently noticed 
Chie holding him back, because they suddenly stopped withdrawing from the sight 
of Justin and had gone back to the head on aggressive nature they had showcased 
during their first encounter. 


“Heheh, | know how to handle this bitch.” 
“You look like you got something planned.” 


Justin only frowned as he leaned on his cane, anticipating whatever “clever” plan 
they had come up with. Seriously, how good can this plan be when one of the thugs 
just said “you look like you’ve got something planned,” after he had just said he had 
something planned. Clearly they are not the sharpest tools in the shed. 


“H-help!” 


Justin looked down to see the child again. He was scared out of his fucking mind. He 
gave him a reassuring nod and smile to try to calm him down. And it worked to a 
certain extent, though that went down the drain the instance the thugs started 
opening their mouths. 


“Hear that, ‘Chie-chan’? He wants help.” 


If Justin had been drinking something at the moment, he probably would have had 
to do a spit-take. How the hell did they know Chie’s name? 


“How do you know my name...?” 
“We ran into the guy you saved last time... Had a friendly conversation.” 


Takeshi!? That motherfucker sold us out? So that’s how he was going to get Kurt’s 
goons of his back; by giving names. Takeshi sold us out to save his own ass!? 1am 
going to MURDER that son of a bitch! 


“So then | assume you know who | am as well.” 
“Of course, ‘Justin.’ What kind of fucking name is that anyway?” 


“It’s latin for Justice. You know, the thing I’m going to lay down on your ass if you 
don’t tell me exactly what | want to know.” 


“You know, that Takeshi guy told us a lot of stuff. Like where you live, and about 
that precious ‘Yukiko-san’ of yours.” 


He did what? He hadn't just given names; he had given addresses, loved ones. He 
was So afraid of Kurt, yet he was willing to sell out his friends, possibly costing them 


and innocent’s lives just to save his own ass? /’m going to find him, and I’m going to 
make him pay. One way or another. 


“,.What are you trying to pull!?” 


“Oh, I’m just going to have a little chat with this kid. Stay put, okay? Cause who 
knows what’ll happen to ‘Yukiko-San’ if you get in our way...?” 


“Man that’s nasty.” 


Justin only smirked at the comment. He knew it was an empty threat, though Chie 
certainly didn’t. She was completely freaking out. Justin had a solution if worst came 
to worst, but he knew Chie wanted to handle this situation on her own. 


Chie took a step forward, as though about to beat the shit out of one of the thugs. 
“You sure about that? So you don’t care what happens to your best friend?” 
“Fine, then hit me!” 


Justin was a little more than surprised. That was not what she had expected her to 
do. He had expected her to kick ass and then take names, not give them a free 
swing at her. Justin slowly creeped his hand into his pocket. Chie had thought Justin 
dropped his gun off with Teddie, but truth of the matter is, it wasn’t that he didn’t 
trust Teddie; it was that he didn’t trust anyone. Hell, he didn’t even trust himself 
with a gun anymore, but alas he trusted himself with it more than he did anyone 
else. 


“You're pissed at me, right!? Then why don’t you just take a swing at me? | won’t 
fight back. Be my guest. The face, the gut, just pick a target! As hard as you want!” 


Chie stepped right up into one of the thugs face, only a centimeter or so away to be 
precise. Justin smirked; he sorta understood what she was trying to do now. Reverse 
Psychology, give them what they want, and they won’t want it anymore. 


“C’mon!!” 
“What's with this bitch...? She for real?” 
“Whatever man... let’s go...” 


The thugs turned to walk away, though Justin had stuck the hooked end of his cane 
out, grabbing the one in front by his neck. Chie had scared them off for the most 
part; they would no doubt leave once Justin let them, but in the mean time, he still 
needed answers. 


“Not so fast. | still have some questions.” 


“Pfft, Like I’d tell you anything.” 
“That a fact?” 


Justin tugged at the cane, sending the thug closer to him. He grabbed him by the 
head and slammed his face against the brick wall, breaking off one of his teeth and 
sending blood down the side of his cheek. Chie recoiled in slight horror as she 
watched the violent outburst, though that was mostly because there was a child 
present. In actuality, she understood that Justin and Chie had this good cop, bad 
cop, thing going. It was obvious which one was which. 


“How about now.” 
“T-1'T talk!” 
“Kurt. Tell me where he is.” 


“In the rundown warehouse! They don’t use it anymore so he hides all the goods 
there!” 


“Good boy.” 


Justin let go of his grip on the thug, dropping him gently to the ground before he 
took off in a mad dash, the other thugs following close behind. Justin sighed. It 
might not have looked it with all his outbursts as of late, but Justin really hated 
having to resort to violence like that to get an answer out of someone. He leaned 
over and picked up the thugs tooth from the ground, rotating it at every angle. He 
had half considered keeping it as a trophy before realizing how absolutely 
disgusting that was. 


“M-Miss, M-Mister... Thank you...” 


Chie’s expression of horror and disgust at the bloodshed she had just witnessed 
turned into shock, and then eventually joy. She hadn’t been expecting thanks, 
especially over just trying to do the right thing, but it was nice none-the-less. Justin 
himself smirked slightly. He’d like to think he did that for the kid, but in actuality he 
had done it just to get answers about Kurt. That’s not to say he wouldn’t have done 
it if Kurt wasn’t involved but... He needed that information. 


“Huh? Oh, no, don’t worry about it!” 


The child gave a quick nod of his head towards Chie before running out of the alley, 
most likely back towards his house. Justin sighed. In a way, the kid reminded him a 
lot of when he was younger; stuttering over words, ridiculously polite and formal... 
Thank god he grew up. Chie turned towards Justin. She looked completely 
exhausted. 


“My heart’s still pounding...” 


“| could imagine!” 

“_..was that stupid of me?” 

“You saved that kid, didn’t you? Reckless? A little. Stupid? Not at all.” 
Chie’s face brightened up a bit at the remark. 

“\.. Thanks.” 


Justin smiled at Chie as her face turned pink with embarrassment. At least, Justin 
had assumed it was embarrassment. He noticed her face seemed to turn that 
pinkish color when ever Justin had been trying to flatter her, as opposed to that 
reddish color when she was mortified. 


“It might’ve been stupid, but | wanted to save them... That kid, Yukiko.” 


“| don’t think Yukiko was ever in real danger. It was just a bluff to get you to stand 
down.” 


“You think so?” 
“Yeah. Though | think we still need to kick Takeshi’s ass for that.” 


Justin was entirely surprised to see Chie nodding her head in agreement. She wasn’t 
exactly fond of the guy anymore, but she still defended him when Justin tried to talk 
shit about him. Now she had been outright agreeing with him. 


“| know that feeling wasn’t fake... | really wanted to protect them... “ 
She paused for a moment, her face turning bright pink. 
“Uhm, well... | also wanted to protect you.” 


Justin started wheezing again, much to Chie’s displeasure. She really couldn't tell if 
it was the smoking that did this to him, or if he just seemed to choke on comments 
floating through the air. Protect me? The fuck do | need protecting from? 


“| might be a little flaky... And maybe you don’t need protecting... But... |...” 


Chie was stammering over her words, trying to choose them very delicately. Justin 
felt his face growing completely red. What the hell is going on? 


“| want to protect you...” 
“Uh...” 


Justin tried to answer that remark, though nothing seemed to immediately pop in 
his head on how to respond to that. Seriously what is with all this ‘protecting’ crap 
abou- Wait. She doesn’t mean...? Oh dear god she does. Justin blushed as he 


started to understand the implications, which in turn only made Chie blush harder. 
Justin really wasn’t sure how to feel about the situation. His stomach felt like it was 
turning into knots. 


“l-I’m sorry, | didn’t mean to-“ 


Justin wasn’t entirely sure what had compelled him to do it, but he grabbed Chie by 
the hand, pulling her towards him as he pressed his lips against hers. Chie’s eyes 
had been wide with shock at first, though they eventually fluttered close as their 
lips parted ways. By the time Justin realized what he had just did, his face was hot 
red. He didn’t know why he had done it, but he did. He was filled with a variety of 
emotions; confusion, shock, embarrassment... Strangely enough, he felt... happy. 
He felt like his heart was going to burst out of his chest at any given moment, and 
god knows his hand was completely wet with sweat by this point. 


“You're really bad at this you know.” Chie joked, her entire face flushed. 


Justin really didn’t have much room to argue. It was embarrassing to admit, but he 
actually had never kissed a girl before. Especially not one he had known for three 
weeks. Jesus, / must be out of my goddamned mind. Justin let loose his grip in 
Chie’s hand, instead choosing to place it against his forehead. He had a headache 
the likes of which he had never felt before, not to mention he was confused beyond 
all recognition. Chie only seemed to be confused by the motion. 


“Something wrong...?” 


A lot of things were wrong, though Justin wasn’t sure how to explain it without 
hurting Chie’s feelings. It wasn’t so much that he didn’t like her. He really did. But 
he was completely caught off-guard by this entire situation. He had thought they 
were just friends, yet here they were having just exchanged a kiss on the lips. 


“No. I’m just a little... surprised. Shit...” 


Chie looked more than a little concerned. The way Justin was fidgeting about 
afterwards wasn’t a good sign. Eventually he puffed out some hot air from his 
cheeks. Justin reached out his hand again, weaving out his fingers in between 
Chie’s. He wasn’t sure what he should or shouldn’t be doing anymore, but he just 
didn’t care. Chie started to blush again as their grip on each other’s hands 
tightened. 


“We cannot let Yosuke know about this. Ever.” 


Chie giggled at the comment. Of course there was no way in hell Yosuke would 
EVER be allowed to find out. They got enough crap about them as it was from 
Yosuke, they didn’t need to confirm his not-so-crackpot theory. Chie and Justin 
starred at each other for a brief moment before averting eye-contact. In all honesty, 
it was pretty embarrassing for the two of them. 


“Was | really that bad?” 
“I've had worse.” 


Justin gave her a playful shove. 


“The fuck are you laughing about?” 


The interrogator had started to chuck from across the table. It wasn’t a mean 
chuckle or anything like that, but Justin still didn’t like the idea of someone he 
hardly knew laughing at him for something that personal. 


“Ah, young love.” 
Justin shook his head in disgust. His love life wasn’t up for discussion. 


“Reminds me of when | was a boy actually. That’s how | ended up meeting my wife, 
you know.” 


“So I’ve heard.” 
“Did you two end up dating?” 
“| don’t see how that’s any of your concern.” 


“| don’t see how it’s not. | haven’t seen you in a good five years or so. We have a lot 
of catching up to do.” 


Justin starred at the man for a good few seconds before letting out a sigh. 


“Fine. Kinda, but not really. We kept it as a secret from everyone, and even then, 
it’s not like we went on dates or anything. We just hung out like usual.” 


“She sounds like a nice girl.” 
“She is.” 


The interragtor took another sip of his beverage, a smile sweeping across his face. It 
was refreshing to see two people fall in love at such a young age. 


“Alright. So what’s going on with this Kurt business.” 


“Well, as you know, | managed to get the information on Kurt’s hideout from those 
thugs.” 


“A risky move, but | suppose the payout was worth it.” 


Justin pulled out another cigarette, lighting it up at the end before answering the 
question. 


“| should have cashed out when | had the chance.” 


AUTHOR’S NOTES 


Hey guys. Just a heads up, on 10/6 and 10/7 I’m going to be at my cousin’s 
wedding. Unfortunately, there isn’t going to be any wi-fi, which means 
there will be no updates for those two days. On the bright side, I’Il still 
have my laptop with me, which means | can still get some updates ready 
for when | return from our short break. Instead of doing an update on 10/6 
and 10/7, | did a double update today and plan on doing a double update 
on Monday to try and compensate for the missed dates. Sorry for the 
inconvenience. 


